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rattling away, to the communal rubbish-heap, with a
whole load of ideas that seemed still of supreme import-
ance to Mr. Smeeth. They were the children of the
Woolworth Stores and the moving pictures. Their
world was at once larger and shallower than that of
their parents. They were less English, more cosmo-
politan. Mr, Smeeth could not understand George and
Edna, but a host of youths and girls in New York, Paris
and Berlin would have understood them at a glance,
Edna's appearance, her grimaces and gestures, were tem-
porarily based on those of an Americanised Polish
Jewess, who, from her mint in Hollywood, had stamped
them on these young girls all over the world George's
knowing eye for a machine, his cigarette and drooping
eyelid, his sleek hair, his ties and shoes and suits, the
smallest details of his motor-cycling and dancing, his
- staccato impersonal talk, his huge indifferences, could
be matched almost exactly round every corner in any
American city or European capital
Mrs. Smeeth returned with the food, and a minute or
two later, George descended from his bedroom, shining,
sleek, brushed. He was better looking, better built,
tougher in body, than his father had ever been, and he
owed far more to his mother, though there was about
her a certain generosity of the blood, a suggestion of
ruddy mounting sap, that was absent in him: he was
drier, more compressed and blanched; and though he
was a good-looking youth, who moved easily, quickly, lie
had hardly any more of the bloom of twenty than had
the moving pictures of Mr. Ronald Mawlborough and
his kind. In short, he looked too old for an English boy
of that age. It was as if the Americanised world he had
up to discover about him, had contrived to Jntro

